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BACK ISSUES!! 


THE COMIC YOU HOLD IN YOUR HANDS IS PART OF THE CHRONOLOGICAL, FACSIMILE 
REPRINTING OF THE FAMOUS (AND INFAMOUS!) EC COMICS LINE OF THE EARLY 1950s! WE 
STARTED WITH THE FIRST ISSUE OF EACH TITLE AND ARE ON OUR WAY TO THE BITTER 
ENOI GET ON THE BANDWAGON, AND FILL IN THE GAPS IN YOUR COLLECTION FROM THIS 
BACKLISTI! 



EACH 32-PAGE COMIC REPRINTS THE COVER AND ENTIRE STORY CONTENT OF ITS 195Ds PREDECESSOR, IN 





















































































































































































^osimUgi? reap/ 

THEIR MODEST FRAME HDUSE AND LISTENED TD THE 
DMINDUS TICKING DF THE MANTEL CLOCK AS ITS HANDS 
MOVED SLOWLY AROUND ITS FACE TDWARD ELEVEN. 
THEY SAT WITH BOWED HEAOS AND BENT SHOULDERS 
AND CRIED-OUT EYES. THEY WERE IN THEIR FORTIES. 

OVERHEAD LAMP AND LISTENED TD THE DMINDUS TICK-1 
ING DF THE WALL CLOCK AS ITS HANDS MOVED SLDWLY 

BDWED HEAD AND BENT SHOULDERS AND CRIED-OUT 
, EYES. HE WAS TWENTY. HE WAS KENNETH VORHEES ... 

HDW DID IT HAPPEN? WHY DID I TURN OUT 9K 

^UKETHIS? WHAT HADE ME UK^HIS?^^^; ^ 

WHAT Dl D WE EVER ^.MURRAY? J WE WERE GOOD 

WHAT DID WE EVER DO TD S TD HIM,WILMA. ALL 

DESERVE THIS? HOW DF DUR LIVES WE DID 
COULD HE DO THIS J RIGHT BY HIM. IT ISN'T 
_ TO US? OUR FAULT, we TRIED f 

WmMmm 


























































































































The anaesthetist turned the wheel on the 
gleaming instrument panel, at one side of the 
operating table. There was an almost imper¬ 
ceptible hiss; when the quivering needle 
reach half-way toward the area marked FULL, 
the anaesthetist relaxed his grip on the wheel. 
He turned and nodded to the battery of doc¬ 
tors waiting tensely beside the surgery table. 

"The patient is under the influence of an¬ 
aesthesia,” he said nervously, indicating the 
figure stretched silently before them. "The 
Generalissimo is ready for surgery!” 

The anaesthetist stepped back, a nerve 
twitching at his temple as he eyed the grim 
men in bowler hats standing around the room 
like angels of evil. The Secret Police, the an¬ 
aesthetist thought fearfully. Wherever the 
Dictator moves, these gunmen go also. The 
recent scandals about doctors murdeting high 
government officials is making them redouble 
their vigilance. Imagine if something hap¬ 
pened to the Leader while he was undergoing 
SURGERY...! 

The Chief Surgeon spoke sharply, a flicker 
of fear in his eyes as he looked at the anaes¬ 
thetist. Apprehension permeated the room as 
the anasthetist stepped forward and examined 
the instrument panel. Slowly, with great del¬ 
icacy, the anaesthetist moved the dial forward 
slightly, toward FULL. The hiss grew in¬ 
stantly louder, like a wave falling upon a dis- 

There was a sudden grunt; without turning 
the anaesthetist was aware of movement be¬ 
hind him. It was a man in a bowler hat, his 
jaw set belligerently, barking out something 


about having trapped a traitor determined to 
kill the Leader! The dial was perilously close 
to FULL when the anaesthetist was seized and 
heard accusations spat in his face. The control 
wheel, he realized just before he fainted from 
terror, had been jammed by the sudden mo¬ 
tion. The louder hiss was ample evidence that 
it was stuck at FULL! 


The Leader felt as if he was floating strange¬ 
ly, high over the vast lands he dominated. 
Through the curious haze that enveloped him 
as he floated, he was aware of a frightening 
heaviness inside his head, as if his skin were 
being stretched drum-tight. He tried to cry out 
that it was all a mistake... why was he swell¬ 
ing with such incredible speed, like a gro¬ 
tesque balloon' What was this strange hissing 
in his ears ... this painful bloating... as if he 
was being pumped full of air' He tried to 
scream, but his mouth had become buried un¬ 
der deep layers of fat, his nostrils clogged 
with his own agonized skin. He was drowning 
... struggling frantically to gulp air into his 
tortured lungs... when the hiss grew in vol¬ 
ume until all else was being blotted out by 
the ghastly roar in his brain. Then there was 
a dreadful ripping sound, and he felt himself 
spinning in a pool of blood ... 

The explosion reverberated through the 
shocked room. "T-The Leader!” whispered 
the Chief Surgeon in horror, looking at the 
gruesome mess still writhing on the table in 
front of him. The man in the bowler hat 
stared as if hypnotized, releasing the arm of 
the still unconscious anaesthetist, apparently 
unaware of the stream of blood that had 
spurted over him ... of the still-jerking nerve 
ends that had splattered over his coat. "Our 
g-glorious Leader,” he said in awe. H-He... 
he must’ve been overdosed with Gas! He B- 
BLF.W UP! 
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HEE-HEE! I’M GOING TO DO 
LIKE THESE TWO GOOFY 
GHOULUNATICS, AND GET MY 
OWN SUBSCRIPTIONS TO ALL 
THE EC COMICS!_ 


SUBSCRIBE! 


Ifsii”--"- 

AND GET ANY OR ALL OF THE FABULOUS 
EC COMICS DELIVERED DIRECT TO YOUR 


STOUT. ILLUSTFIATED MANILA ENVELOPE' 



GEMSTONE PUBLISHING 

PO BOX 469 



orcallY-'loO-lc^RYPT — 


, EA “ ' s ’?S. u m t t s ™ e us in us FUNDS| 
















YET MORE EC COMICS!! 


FOR APPROXIMATELY A YEAR, GLADSTONE PUBLISHED A LINE OF EC REPRINT COMICS CONSISTING OF THE 
TITLES SHOWN BELOW EACH ISSUE CONTAINED 64 PAGES IN FULL COMIC BOOK COLOR, THE FIRST 32 FROM THE 
‘KEY’ TITLE AND THE LAST 32 FROM A SECOND TITLE. IN ADDITION, THERE ARE OCCASIONAL ARTICLES ABOUT 
THE MACABRE IN LITERATURE, A THEN-CURRENT LETTER COLUMN AND OTHER READER-WRITTEN FEATURES. 
RUSS COCHRAN NOW HAS THE ENTIRE BACKSTOCK OF GLADSTONE'S EC REPRINT LINE! EVERY ISSUE IS IN 
STOCK AND AVAILABLE FOR IMMEDIATE SHIPMENT. COMPLETE YOUR EC COLLECTION BY PURCHASING THESE 
COMICSI 

















COLLECT THEM ALL! 



WE KNOW HOW EASY IT IS TO LOSE ONE OF YOUR BACK ISSUES, SO WE’VE 
PACKAGED THESE NEW SQUAREBOUND "ANNUALS” JUST FOR YOU! EACH 
OF THE FOLLOWING CONTAINS THE FIRST FIVE ISSUES-COMPLETE WITH 
COVERS—OF EACH TITLE. SUPPLIES ARE LIMITED SO ORDER NOW! 




TWOFISIED 


AVAILABLE 8/2/94 


AVAILABLE 10/4/94 PRINTED IN U.S.A, 
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